REBUILDING   AFTER   BATTLE
eyes deceive me? Did I see something move under-
neath the heap of blankets in the corner? I go and
look. Lifting up the blanket 1 see the sleeping
figure of a soldier. It is Kelly. Kelly, who endured
the preliminary bombardment in the deep dugout
for a week amidst the dead and dying; Kelly, who
carried messages for three whole days under fire
as if with a charmed life. I let him sleep on. In
normal times his duty is to clean the orderly room,
hence his presence in the sanctum sanctorum. At
ii a.m., I am dispensing justice, in the same room,
when suddenly, from underneath the blankets
emerges the face of Kelly, red, round and flushed.
He sizes up the situation and lies low. None else
has seen him, as the 'important people* - the
sergeant-major, escort, prisoner and witnesses are
facing me. I say nothing. At i pjn. the office
closes. All go to feed. I stay on, saying I am busy
and wish to be alone. Still underneath the blankets
is Kelly. I call his name and up he jumps in surprise.
'How are you, Kelly?' I ask. He looks sheepish!
'There is nothing to worry about/ I say. He comes
to the table. 'How did you know I was there, Sur?*
he asks with candour. 'Don't you know, Kelly,5
I say, 'it is*my business to know everything that
goes on in this battalion?' "That's right, Sur/ he
says. 'Well/ I continue, 'tell me all about it?'
'It's like this, Sur/ says the burly Irishman, *I had
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